INSIDE 


Tights first over thong. Knit crop second. 

Strap on tuck, remote control, mask, collar, gloves. 
They lean down and ask to have that Frankenstein 
mask. 


They show the camera phone screen to the camera 
lens. The camera is high on a tripod. Height is 
emphasized and achieved by the skinny, acute angle 
of the tripod. 

Almost standing straight up on all three points of 
support, the camera is in a dramatic decline to fill the 
viewfinder frame, not visible from my vantage point, 
with the paisley rug covering the floor. David touches 
themselves with the gloved hand rotating their bent 
knees. Legs from one side to the other. They are 
looking up at the camera booth directly and through 
the lens of the phone presumably filming themselves filming themselves. 

Their breathing becomes slightly audible partially labored as they sit up to get closer to the lens, then 
recline back to the ground - they seem aware of the note taking as though they are given energy from the 
observation of being observed. 

They take selfies with the flash, fully reclined. 

Edit as they lay down. The flash strobes at David’s control. They focus in on the play between the camera 
on the phone and the camera on the tripod. They set the phone down on the ground, continue to twist, 
performing for the camera. 

On all fours they arch their back. Placing their bent knees to the floor, they touch and the angles and 
curve of their body. hips. ass. shoulders, waist. They lower the top of their tights to reveal their tattoo on 
their lower back to the camera, they continue to stand adjusting the straps of their strap-on. turn turn, the 
camera off. Reposition the tripod and camera to frame and fill, the mirrored armoire in the Victorian 
Elegance room. Looking at the camera lens they track their reflection repositioning the angle and height 
of the camera. 

Zooming in moving objects in the space from the shot the tripod tips forward. David on the bed moves the 
Clothes. Towels. Blanket. 

Removes the bag from the light, removes the cast iron kitsch design. Verbally explaining their decisions, 
the adjustments continues, David continues to move and replace objects to arrange the shot. Flips the 
viewfinder, picks up the phone photographing the other. Crawling onto the bed. One foot perched at the 
foot of the bed. Their 2 fingers zoom in on the screens. 



The camera on the phone captures a video still from the touch 
screen of the camera on the tripod. Lamp shade, mirror, and floral 
wallpaper in the background. 







Reflection in armoire from the edge of the bed (The Village of Cold Spring, NY) 




































A view from over a cliff at Little Stony Point (Philipstown, NY) 


Their body sits high leaning into itself arched, perched, their gaze looks over, an acknowledgment that 
they are not alone in the room. David continues to flash the camera of the phone at the video camera 
looking at their reflection being filmed. They photograph themselves. 

David is no longer visible from my perspective. The mirrored door reflects the room, the green wallpaper, 
David’s black gloved fingers closes the door on themselves. The door opens, they face me. 

Photograph me or themselves. Stand crawl up, selfie of body in the doorway of armoire and jump onto 
the bed, sliding camera phone. Gloves off. 



OUTSIDE 


The sun is high in the sky the shadows are sharp. Leaves move and make light noises with the breeze. 
On the edge of the cliff David sets the shot the tripod rests on the rocks edge the camera angled low like 
last night when they were filming on the rug. 

They disappear. Walking on the ledge below out of my line of sight they are perched below, under the 
camera. I can see them now. They are in similar poses and positions in front of and below the camera. 
They look up into the camera facing it they adjust the tripod bring it to the same place as their level. 



The Village of Cold Spring, NY with Westpoint across the Hudson River in the distance. Two hikers take pictures of the scenic view. 


Two hikers are interested in sharing the view, they are older. I take a photo with my phone of them, I take 
one of them both with their camera. They walk out of the scene thinking out loud how beautiful it would be 
in the fall, all the colors. I see the back of David’s mask, the cross zig zag of the cord that ties the mask 
tight like a shoestring in grommets lining each side. I see the little triangle ears of the dog mask poking up 
visible along the ledge. 

David crawls up looks at me and asks if I can throw them their pants, they take their mask off. 



Back of David’s head with houses in the background. The Village of Cold Spring, NY (Detail View) 
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